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THE ALDINE. 



HOW HILDA'S PRAYER WAS ANSWERED. 

" On Um who triumphs in the lists 

O'er comeis all beside. 
Or high or low, I will bestow 

My daughter as his bride." 

So spake the earl, with suitors vexed. 

Who sought the> maiden's hand ; 
To whom he dare no choice declare. 

Since rapine ruled the land. 

For should he smile on Harold's claim. 

Then Bertric's wrath would fell ; 
And spear and lance might gleam and glance 

Around his castle wall. 

And should he &own on lesser squires, 

Nor giant them word of grace. 
Each Saxon churl would curses hurl . 

Against his name and race. 

So Hilda nursed a gnawing grief 

Deep hidden in her breast : 
For well she knew the knight so true. 

Who long had loved her best, — 

Would meet that rival in the jousts 

Whose arm a tnrand could fling — 
His only claim — with surest aim 

Of all within the ring. 

" What if the piowest fail to win — . 

My Harold bold and fair 
tiS ever was brave knight — because 

This carle can split a hair ? 

" O father, father — spare thy child ! 

I plead by every tear 
Of anguish slied that day of dread. 

Above my mother's bier ! "• 



" Peace, peace — no more ; my word is 
'Twas all the earl would say : 

So forth they hied iirom far and wide, 
Upon the tilting-day. 

Thrice Harold's daring swept the ring ; 

But when the strife was done, 
A blasting blight smote Hilda's sight. 

For Bertric's lance had won ! 



The hard earl held his promise fast ; 

The marriage-day was set ; 
And Hilda, pale beneath her veil. 

As snow-swathed violet. 

Long in her oratory prayed 

(Nor marked the day consume) 
That God ev'n now — she wist not how — 

Would snatch her from her doom. 

" The bridegroom chafes," her maidens urged ; 

" The gay procession waits. 
ITiy palfrey champs the bit, and stamps 

Impatient at the gates." 

"His gift ! " she wept ; " O happy hours — 

So free — so far away ! 
What cruelty that this should be 

The roan I ride to-day ! " 

The palfrey pricked his silken ear. 

And shook his shining mane. 
And seemed to know how loth to go 

Was she who drew the rein. 

And when the distant cloister bell 

Rang forth the wedding peals. 
At the first clang, away he sprang, 

As fate were at his heels. 

With flashing hoo& that spumed the ground. 

Along the vale he flew, 
Fleet as the wind, ere those behind 

Bethought them what to do ; — 

Swept past the cloisters — down the slope — 

Across the brawling tide. 
And skimmed the wold whose moorland rolled 

Beyond on every side ; — 

Nor slackened once his headlong plunge, 

Till, at his master's hall. 
He heard a shout he knew, ring out. 

Then saw the drawbridge fall, 

And staggered over. From his neck. 

Half-crazed with wild alarms. 
The shuddering bride was caught, to hide 

Her swoon in Harold's arms. 



He bore her to the topmost towerj 

And thence they watched the race. 
As in keen quest each wedding guest 

Came spurring on apace. 

The fiery Bertric dashed in front. 

Foam frothing from the flank 
Of the hot steed, urged on, full speed 

Against the trench's bank. 

As rose the lifted hoo& in air. 

More tight grasped Hilda's hold : 
When — down the steep with backward leap. 

Rider and hoise were rolled. 

Quick followers frpm their saddles sprang 

To raise the fellen head ; 
But with dismay the gallants gay 

Saw that their lord was dead ! 

— Margaret J. Preston. 



THE LENOX COLLECTION. 



The Lenox Libraiy, about which the reading pub- 
lic, not only of New York, but also of the whole 
country, has been pleasantly excited for some two or 
three years past, is not yet ready to be opened, and 
probably will not be before the autumn of 1877, 
owing, it is said, to the great labor involved in cata- 
loguing and arranging the collection of books, which 
is said' to be not only large but especially rich in cer- 
tain directions which will make it of g^reat value to 
the student of history and of bibliography. The 
building which has been erected to contain the libraiy 
is open to the public, however, so far as the various 
rooms devoted to the paintings and sculptures are 
concerned ; and the attendance of spectators gives 
ample evidence, were any needed, of the interest taken 
by Americans generally in all that relates to Fine Arts. 
The opening of such a collection could hardly fail, in 
any event, to be a matter of interest to readers of The 
Aldine, even were it not, as it is, part of a free gift to 
the public by one of our millionaires. It was re- 
marked by Mr. Thomas Hughes, when in this country, 
that whereas in other countries — and notably in 
England — men who had accumulated fortunes gene- 
rally desired to use their money in the purchase of 
estates and the founding of "families," in America 
the same class seemed to turn instinctively toward 
some scheme for the public benefit, as a means of 
spending money and acquiring more or less of fame 
at the same time. The remark, of which we have 
quoted the spirit, not the words, was a very just one, 
as our numerous hospitals, colleges, schools, libraries, 
art galleries, and similar public institutions amply tes- 
tify. In not another country can be found so many 
and such brilliant examples of private munificence for 
public purposes. 

For this there are probably more reasons than one. 
In the first place, the entire spirit of our laws is op- 
posed to the doing, by the State, of anything not 
strictly required for the benefit of all. Thus, while 
most of the States have made liberal appropriations 
for the support of common schools, there are very few 
colleges supported at public expense, though money 
is often granted to such institutions — and the success 
of these has, foi the most part, not been marked. The 
theory in this case is, that while th^ State should pro- 
vide a certain amount of instruction for every child 
within its limits, on the grounds of public safety, the 
acquisition of any extraordinary degree of learning is 
a purely private affair with which tne commonwealth 
has nothing to do. For similar reasons such institu- 
tions as libraries, art galleries, and the like, are never 
provided here by either the State or National govern- 
ments ; and, if we may judge from the few works of 
art which have been bought by oflScials, the public 
have had a happy escape in not allowing more to be 
acquired in the same way. 

When we add to this uniform opposition to and 
distaste for governmental interference, the fact that 
the lack of hereditary titles, or laws of primogeniture, 
makes the founding of a "family" practically impos- 
sible in this country, we have undoubtedly summed 
up the most powerful among the reasons which have 
led our rich men to look toward expenditure for pub- 
lic purposes as the surest way of leaving behind them 



an honorable name, as every man likes to do. Of 
course, the reasons we have named have not been the 
only ones actuating our public benefactors — and per- 
haps they have not conspicuously affected any one 
among them, but it is very certain that these causes 
have operated powerfully toward creating the kind of 
sentiment which has resulted in giving us such insti- 
tutions as the Cooper Union, the Astor and Lenox 
libraries, the Peabody Institute, and the like; and 
which has endowed our leading colleges with almost 
princely revenues. 

The latest of these public bequests which has come 
to anything near completion, the Lenox Library, is, 
in many respects, the most remarkable and unique of 
them all. It is not so much that Mr. Lenox has 
chosen to be his own executor— for that is, we are 
glad to know, becoming more commoji year by year ; 
but it is not often that we find united in the same per- 
son a man able and willing to make such a present to 
the public, and,^ at the same time, so thoroughly com- 
petent to supervise all the details of his plans. Him- 
self well known as a bibliophilist, he has, it is said, 
selected a library which will be especially strong in 
the direction of works of solid merit, and of value as 
works of reference. In works relating to the history 
of the United States, the library is one of the best in 
the country ; and there are few, if any, collections of 
Bibles containing more rare and valuable specimens 
^not even excepting that of Mr. Justice Bradley, of 
the Supreme Court 

It is too early, however, to speak critically of the 
library, but what we know about it may serve to 
some extent as a clew to the general character and 
bent of Mr. Lenox's mind, which is even more strongly 
shown in the picture gallery as well as in the building 
containing it It is very evident that Mr. Lenox has 
a leaning toward what might be called the solid and 
substantial, having very little sympathy with the purely 
sentimental. 

The building, which is one of the architect's (Mr. 
Hilnt's) best efforts, is dignified and simple to a de- 
gree — indeed, if it has a fault to the casual observer, 
it is that it is of too severe a style, giving an impres- 
sion of weight and massiveness. perhaps too overpow- 
ering for the purposes for which it is destined. At 
the same time there can be no doubt that this severe 
simplicity is, on the whole, better than the other 
extreme of light and fi-ivolous ornamentation. Better 
by far, for the storing of valuable books and pictures, 
the ' ' bomb-proof hospital of a first-class fortress " — 
as this was called by a critic in a daily newspaper — 
than the light and flimsy Newport or Long Branch 
cottage, with paper walls and calico decorations. 
Still, it must be confessed that some little ornamen- 
tation of the rough-cast walls might not have been 
out of place, and would have given 'some relief from 
the prevailing weight and simplicity. On the whole, 
however, the building is, as we have intimated, one 
of the best of its class with which we are acquainted. 
It is certainly imposing as seen from the outside, it 
stands in a favorable situation, and will (we hope) be 
for years a standing ornament to that portion of Fifth 
Avenue fronting Central Park. It is built of white 
marble, in the Neo-Grec style, is two stories in height 
— both stories being very high — and the arrange- 
ments for heating and ventilation are as near perfect 
as it is possible to attain in the present condition of 
the builder's trade. 

As for the collection of works of art, it is, as we 
have said, perhaps best to be described as exceed- 
ingly solid rather than brilliant Mr. Lenox has 
had, comparatively speaking, little to say to the artists 
of to-day, but has expended most of his money and 
admiration on those whose reputations have received 
the seal of time and of critical approval. Whether the 
collection will prove as useful and valuable to the 
public as it might if selected on a different plan we 
do- not propose to stop to inquire. In the first place, 
it is proverbially wrong to look too closely at a gift ; 
and, in the second place, there can be no doubt that 
the public is always benefited by any exhibition of 
good works of art — or, for that matter, of bad ones, 
provided their badness be sufficiently proclaimed. 

Mr. Lenox shows us a hundred and thirty-eight 
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pictures and fifteen pieces of statuary, representing, 
altogether, ninety artists, most of them of celebrity. 

Among the works of sculpture are a bust of George 
Washington, and the Children in the Wood, by 
Thomas Crawford, neither of which, we are sorry to 
say, possesses any great artistic value. The Washing- 
ton is particularly bad, bearing no comparison to the 
head by Raimondo Trentanove, which is at the other 
end of the room. Trentanove is also represented by 
an excellent bust of Napoleon, which, together with 
the Washington, was executed to order. Of the other 
sculptures there are two by Sir John Steell — a bust of 
Rev. Dr. Chalmers, and one of Sir Walter Scott ; a 
Sleeping Child, by Pampeloni, and specimens by 
Benjamin E. Spence, Rauch, and John Gibson. 
Hiram Powers is represented by an very unattractive 
Penserosa, and in the vestibule are two Roman busts 
of Caracalla, and his mother, Julia Pia, both exceed- 
ingly well executed and well worth seeing. 

Of the pictures we have already remarked what may 
be termed their solid character, the artists represented 
being, for the most part, men in the front rank of 
their profession. Along with these, however, it must 
be confessed that we find some whose title to be there 
it is diflScult to make out, except on the ground that 
they were probably pleasing to Mr. Lenox for reasons 
which nobody but himself can very clearly see. Thus, 
of the one hundred and thirty-eight pictures, no less 
than thirty-three are portraits, and most of them of 
little or no intrinsic value or merit as pictures. 
Among the best of these are Christopher Columbus, 
and Alexander Hamilton, by Daniel Huntington ; 
David Garrick, by Robert E. Pine ; Gilbert Stuart's 
full length of Washington, so well known by means 
of engn^avings ; the head of Mrs. Morris, by the same 
artist ; and copies firom Holbein's portrait of John 
Calvin, and of Sir Joshua Reynolds's of Edmund 
Burke. There is, also, Charles R. Leslie's portrait of 
Washington Irving, which was engraved by Danforth, 
and may be found prefixed to most editions of Irving's 
works. 

Besides these, which are all very well, we have also 
a number of pictures by S. F. B. Morse, J. Singleton 
Copley, Rembrandt Peale, James Peale, and others, 
marked for the most part in the catalogue by such 
titles as " Portrait of a Gentleman," or " Portrait of a 
Lady," or with the name of some almost equally un- 
known individual. These may have some peculiar 
merit in Mr. Lenox's eyes, but they certainly have 
not the least for the rest of the world. 

Of the pictures, otHer than portraits, it may be said 
that they are of quite as unequal merit as the portraits. 
There is a number of copies among them fi-om pic- 
tures more or less celebrated, though there is also a 
goodly collection of originals. Of these the popular 
interest, of course, attaches chiefly to the pictures by 
Sir Joshua Reynolds, J. M. W. Turner, Sir Edwin 
Landseer, and Thomas Gainsborough. 

Turner is represented by two paintings, "A Scene 
on the French Coast, with an English Ship-of-War 
Stranded," and "Fingal's Cave, in the Island of 
StaflFa," the former painted in 1836, and the latter in 
1832. Both are painted in precisely the same style 
as the "Slave Ship," sold in the Johnston collection, 
and about which there has been so much discussion. 
The present pictures are less wild and imaginative than 
that much-abused effort, and, by so much, are more 
pleasing to most persons; but they both show the 
same queer, almost incomprehensible, style. There is, 
also, an excellent engraving fi-om what was, probably, 
one of Turner's best pictures : " The Old 'Temeraire 
being towed to her last berth to be broken up." It 
was supposed that Mr. Lenox had the original of this, 
and there was much disappointment to find him pos- 
sessed only of an engraving. 

Of Sir Joshua Reynolds there are three specimens — 
"Portrait of Miss Kitty Fisher, with Doves," which 
would be exquisite had it not almost entirely &ded 
from the canvas, leaving only the remains of a head, 
which looks more like that of a consumptive than of 
a beautiful woman surrounded by doves. The por- 
trait — a full length — of Mrs. Billington, as Saint 
Cecilia, surrounded by angels, is in a somewhat better 
state of preservation, the head being almost perfect. 



and enabling us to judge of the beauty which Sir 
Joshua took so much pleasure in painting. The third 
of this artist's pictures represents a boy in a red velvet 
costume, leaning against a green cushion, is very well 
preserved, and is an excellent specimen of brilliant 
coloring, but, apart from that fact, is not specially in- 
teresting or instructive. 

There are, also, three pictures by Sir Edwin Land- 
seer, a "Dog in a Stable," a "Study of a White 
Horse," and a sunset scene. Of these, neither of the 
two animal- pieces can be considered as particularly 
favorable specimens of the artist's style or methods, 
and neither does justice to his great merits. The 
landscape, however, though by no means great as a 
picture, possesses much interest, as being one of the 
vety few landscapes he ever attempted, and, we believe, 
the-only one ever brought to this countty. 

There is one picture by Gainsborough' — a roman- 
tic little landscape scene of a pool in a wood, and a 
peasant with some horses and sheep, but it possesses 
very little to recommend it except its age, which is 
about ninety years. 

After the painters named come Eugene Verboeck- 
hoven, four of whose pictures are exhibited, all of 
which are good specimens; Paul Delaroche'5 "The 
Field of Battle, "and Horace Vemet's " Siege of Sara- 
gossa," both tolerably well known and thoroughly 
characteristic pictures. 

We have neither time nor space to give a complete 
catalogue of the collection, even if it were worth while 
so to do. We have indicated some of the more valuable, 
with the exception of four recent purchases, ' ' Pica- 
dor in a Spanish Wine Shop," by Pedro de Vega; 
"Parrot Dealer, at the Chateau of Blois," by Leon y 
Escosura; "A Spanish Caffi," by Jose Jimenez; and 
Zamacois's portrait of himself as a Court Fool. Of the 
others, some are good, some downright bad, and others 
are neither. — Fr. Sauk. 
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Death comes to us all ; as well to knight and lady 
of high degree as to squire and humble man-at-arms ; 
and he is received, by all with much the same feelings. 
He is never a welcome g^est in any household, though 
the one he is appointed to cany oflf may meet him un- 
flinchingly, and even with a cheerful welcome. It is 
to the survivors he is least welcome ; it is they who 
mourn and to whom death is chiefly terrible. There 
have been many diffierent ways of meeting death in the 
histoty of mankind, and a comparison of them with 
one another is not uninstructive. Thus the ancients, 
for the most part, met death with a simple stoical in- 
diflference which they were taught to cultivate, and 
which certainly answered a good purpose among war- 
like peoples. It was not hard to get men to fight who 
haid been taught from childhood to despise the prob- 
able result of fighting ; nor was it difiScult to inculcate 
this indifference among peoples who, for the most 
part, had no belief in a future existence of the soul 
beyond this life. 

But even Roman indifference to life was outdone 
by the absolute joy with which the early Christians 
welcomed death by even the most cruel or the most 
shameful methods, astonishing even their execution- 
ers. Nor was this phenomenon difficult to be ac- 
counted for. The peculiarity of their belief was, that 
death secured them immediate entrance to the heaven 
which their imaginations pictured as containing every- 
thing which could help to produce in the soul the 
most ecstatic bliss it was capable of feeling. No won- 
der, then, they went joyfully X6 a martyrdom which 
was to give them so much happiness in exchange for 
a life of misety and pwrsecution here. 

The same feeling has been shown, to a greater or 
less extent since, as among the strict old Puritans, 
whose thorough belief in the doctrines of Predestina- 
tion and Foreordination led them to charge the ranks 
of the Cavaliers with such irresistible futy. In this 
they .showed the same spirit as the Turks, who find 
the same sort of consolation in their &talism, which 
answers the same purpose. 

None have ever gone to death, however, more cheer- 
fully or (if we may use such a phrase) more gracefully 



than did the knights of the Middle Ages. They com- 
bined, at the same time, the trained courage of the 
soldier with the ardor of the zealot To be sure we 
can not, unfortunately, believe their zeal to have always 
been that of the enthusiastic Christians such as hid in 
the Catacombs and were thrown to wild beasts at 
Rome ; but, what faith in an invisible God did for the 
latter, an equally unquestioning faith in a powerful 
Church did for the former, and the result was the 
same. Besides these feelings was the powerful one 
which formed the foundation of the institution of 
chivalty itself — a devotion to honor, tenderness and 
reverence begat in them a feeling which threw around 
death a sort of halo which robbed it of all its terrors. 
He who lived and died as became a true knight, was 
not only assured by holy Church of a safe entrance to 
Paradise, but was also sure of having his name and 
prowess honored here, and his deeds held up for the 
admiration and imitation of younger knights in ater- 
num. It was, doubtless, some such feeling, as well 
as the natural affection of kindred, which gave rise to 
the custom of placing on the tomb of a brave knight 
his effigy, and of hanging above the altar his shield, 
with its devices, that his virtues and his deeds might 
be brought to the memories of all who passed the 
place. Many such tombs are to be found throughout 
England, and, indeed, throughout all Europe; the 
figures of those who took part in the Crusades lying 
with crossed legs, while on their shields are borne the 
escalloped shell, the distinctive mark of those who had 
been to the Holy Land. 

Such tombs would naturally become the £imily 
shrine, to which frequent pilgrimages would be made, 
where the young would be brought to be impressed 
with the virtues of their ancestors- and urged to imi- 
tate them ; where members of the &mily, as they 
came to an age to leave the ancestral roof, would come 
for a farewell look, and to renew vows of fidelity to the 
principles of those who had gone before them. 

It is some such scene which Mr. Huard has de- 
picted. The youth and his little sister are evidently 
double orphans, and have come to visit the tomb of 
their parents on the anniversaty of the death of one or 
other of them, and while the child silently prays for 
them, the young man sadly meditates on the life before 
him, with all its cares and duties, not the least of 
which will be the charge of the little motherless child 
at his feet 

The painter of this striking and affecting picture, 
Mr. F. Huard, is a Spanish artist of the present day, 
and of considerable distinction. 
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Nowhere else can there be found better material 
for characteristic interior views than in Europe, and in 
no part of Europe better than in Germany. Life in the 
old countries has a pictnresqueness, a simplicity and 
a certain sort of individuality very different from what 
is to be found in this new countty. To be sure Euro- 
peans are always telling about the " individuality" of 
Americans, and with a certain amount of justice, but 
the individuality of the American is a matter of per- 
sonal idiosyncracy, a result of the effect of either him- 
self or his immediate ancestors having been obliged to 
live much alone, or to struggle alone with the difficul- 
ties of life. The European, on the contraty, and es- 
pecially the European of the peasant class, presents an, 
individuality which might more properly be described 
as tribal, communal or cantonal Life, with them, 
commenced centuries ago, and has moved on in a 
steady stream — except when casually interrupted by 
wars — ever since. What was done by the grand&ther 
the fether repeated, and the son followed both. Man- 
ners, customs, ideas, and to a great extent dress, 
scarcely changed once in a century. Railroads have 
certainly made some changes, and tourists of experi- 
ence note, with more less of regret, the gradual ex- 
tinction of the typical peasant, and the entire lapse of 
the time when each community had its own laws, 
its own dress, almost its own typical physiognomy. 
The railroad is begetting ideas of change in the youth 
of the remotest village ; Paris &shions are spreading 
over all the lands, and vety soon the European peas- 



